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luxury all at once was very bad for one. Sullenly I
gave in and preferred to tramp rather than miss the
theatre that evening. I must admit it was good
training and the sort of thing I would never have
gone through in India. At times I almost hated my
brother for inflicting what I thought were unneces-
sary hardships on me.

Wherever I went I made many friends of all
nationalities, mostly students and artists. I had
been brought up with the utmost freedom and had
been taught not to defferentiate between girls and
boys. In fact I was very much of a torn-boy myself
and my mother often had to chide me for it. The
freedom with which boys and girls mixed was
nothing new or strange to me and I never felt shy
or awkward with the people I met. I made some
very good friends and we never failed to correspond
with each other throughout the years until a year
after the present war broke out. After that, gra-
dually one by one I lost trace of my friends as the
Nazi hordes swept over their countries. I often woa-
der where they are now, whether in concentration
camps or fleeing from place to place as helpless re-
fugees. They used to be so full of life these friends
of mine, so unafraid of the future which they
thought they were going to mould into a brave new
world of peace and plenty. But it was not to be.
Their dreams were rudely shattered and who knows
if they will ever be recaptured.

The happiest time I spent was in Switzerland
and Paris. Often I have wished I could go back to
those days when life was carefree and joyous and
meet old friends again. But though plans were
made again and again they never materialised. And
I never went back.

Early in 1927 the League against Imperialism
was held in Brussels and Jawahar .was asked to
attend it as the representative of the Indian National